Upon love's altar on your table planted
no less than 1 you promised, nothing loth,

that in exchanged hearts, thus sealed and granted,
nothing would change the inviolable oath*

We pledged our faith, but you, in pride undaunted,
denied the god that had redeemed us both,

pleading that since it was not love you wanted,
you never changed the meaning of your troth*

O what a painted sepulchre the pact is
that on a perjurable shrine discovers
love mouthing his ambiguous periods,

and proves the ancient proverb true in practice
that, as their punishment, the vows of lovers
die in the air before they reach the gods*

IOJ